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Advertiſement. 


HIS Oratorio is altered from 
ALFRED, a Maſque, repreſented 


before their Royal Highneſſes the Prince 
and Princeſs of Warzs, at Cliefden, 


Auguſt 1, 1740; being the Birth-Day 
of the Princeſs AucusTa. Written by the 
late Mr. Twomson and Mr. MalLET, 
and afterwards new written by Mr. Mal- 
LET, and acted at the Theatre Royal in 
Drury-Lane, in 1751. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ALFRED King of ͤ ELT RUD A Queen 
England. of England. 


Prince ED wap. Emma, a Shepherdeſs. 
and Wife to CoRIN. 
Cok IN, a Shepherd. | 
Firſt SpIRIT. 
Second SPIRIT. 


| Cnonus of Shepherds and Sbepherdeſſes 


CroRvus of Soldiers. 


ALFRED 


ALFRED the Great, 
A N 


ORATORIO. 


Altered from the PLAY written by 


Mr. MatLlET and the late Mr. TromsoN, 


A0 1 L 
SCENE 1, 


The Iſle of Athelney in Somerſetſhire, a wild 
Country, a S pheberd's Cott on one Side, at a Dif- 
tance Sheep are grazing on a Hill. 


CoRin and EMMA. 
CoRIN. 


MMA, tis He; againſt yon aged Oak, 
Penſive and loſt in Thought, he leans 
his Head, | | 
Poor tho he ſeem, he is no common 

Man, 
Modeſt of Carriage, and of Speech moſt gracious, 
As if ſome Saint or Angel in Diſguiſe 4 
H 


— 
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Had grac'd our lowly Cottage with his Prefinice. 
He ſteals, I know not how, into the Heart, 
And makes it pant to ſerve him. 


EMMA. 


This is ſome Chief, that from our deadly Fo oe, 


The haughty, cruel, unbelieving Dane, 


Seele Shelter here. 


— 
And Shelter he ſhall find. 


EMMA. 
But ah ! the raging Foe is all around us ; 


We dare not keep him here, 


CoRkIN. 


Il! not betray him: 
uſt Heav'n forbid, that e er a BRITISH Man 
Should count for Gain what Villainy muſt earn. 


AIR. 


* 


| Fo.  . . | | 
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AIR. 
Though to a"deſart Iſle confin'd, 
In humble Poverty we live, 
The honeſt Heart, the virtuous Mind, 
Are Riches Splendor cannot give. 
Theſe Hands, inur'd to daily Toil, 
Shall ſow' the Ground, ſhall plow and reap. 
And chearfully improve the Soil, 
Thee and thy lovely Babes to keep. 


1 
EMMA. 


Thou haſt a Heart ſweet Pity loves to dwell in; 
But think upon our, Safety. | 


CoRiNn. 


O, juſt Gods ! 
When ſhall I ſee due Vengeance on theſe DAxxs, 
That war with Heav'n and us? 


 EMMa. 5 
Alas! my Love, 


Theſe Paſſions miſbecome the poor Man's State ; 


To Heav'n, and to the Rulers of the Land 
Leave all ſuch Thoughts, and wiſely ſeek Cantent 
From rural Plainneſs, and an humble Mind. 


B AIR. 


—_ 
—— — 


" # , | 
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AIR I. 


The Shepherd's plain Life, 

Without Guilt, 4qgithout Strife, 
Can only true Bleſſings impart : 

As Nature directe 

That Bliſs be expefts 
Hina Health and from' Quiet of Heart. 


II. 

- ain Grandeur and Pow'r, 
boſe Joys of an Hour, 
Tho' Mortals are toiling to find, 
Can Titles or Show © 


Contentment beſtow ! 


All Happiueſs dwells in the Mind. 


Als III. 
Bebold the gay Roſe, 


How lovely it grows, 

Secure in the. Depth of the Vale. 
Yon Oak, that on high 
Ajpires to the Sky, 

Bath Lightning and Tempeſts aſſail. 


ALFRED He Gran 


ER, 
DUET TO. 
Then let us the Snare © 
Of Ambition beware, | 
That Source of Vexation and Jakes. , 
And ſport on the Glade, 2 
Or repoſe in the Shade, 
With Health and with Quiet of Heart. 
| Exeunt. 


ALFRED advances. 


How long, ſweet Heavy n, how long 
| Shall red War deſolate this proſtrate Land ? 

All, all is loſt--And Al FRED lives to tell it! 
His Cities laid in Duſt! his Subjects ſlaughter'd, 
Or into Slaves debas'd! The murd'rous Foe 
Proud and exulting in the gen'ral Shame 
O ruin'd People Milegabig ENGLAND |! 


Auont AI R. 


Gentus BR1TANN1A's Ile, 

inſpiring, - 

Arder firing, | { 

Gracious deign one heav'nly Smile: | 
Help this Iſland to defend ; 

O protect me, 1 

O direct me, (1 

To attain the glorious End. 1 

V. B 2 | Enter 
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Enter ELTRUDA and Prince EDWARD. 


— * » 


ELTRUDA. 


Come, dear Companion of - thy. Mother's Sorrow, 
At length we have eſcap'd the bloody Dans, 
Whoſe ravenous Purſuit had reach'd the Cloiſter, 
Where * fore d us to retire conceal d. 


EpwaRp. 


A2 


This Letter tells us that my Royal Father 
Is ſhelter'd in this Iſle: But where alas 
Shall your ſlow and TAY Steps? 


AIR. 


Come, calm Gen, the late poſſi d, 
Reſume thy Manfion in my Breaſt : 
Sweet Fugitive ! return, return; 
For Sorrow there delights to mourn : 


Thou balmy Comfort fring Re 
Or welcome * * EL 


* 


nnn 


2 of 


Come on, fweet Youth--Be Providence our Guide: 
W, "4 >.% ; "y ws N a7; 
? Enter ALFRED. + 


What blooming Lady of majeſtic Form, 
Led by a gallant Youth of manly Prime, — 
Are — by Fate to ſeek Protection here? 


_ (Ex-Tavpa fags behind the Scenes. EY 
— Sweet V. 21 


—— 


ALFRED. 


Melodious Songſtreſs! how thy plaintive Voice 
Sighs thro the Vale, and wakes the mournful 
ET” - 


* * 


ELTRU DA 


_— —_ "Em — www 


AL FR ED he GREAT 


ELTRUDA fings. 


| Sweet Valley ſay where penſiue lying, 
j a For me, — Branch e 
I | . The beſt of Mortals leans his Head. 
144 | Ye Fountains, dimpled by my Sorrow, 
Ye Brooks, that my Complaining borrow, 
O lead me to his lonely Bed: 
Or if my Lover, 
Deep Woods, ye cover, 
Ah ! whiſper where your Shadows round him ſpread. 


ALFRED. 


Sure, by the Voice and Purport of the Song, 
This gen'rous Mourner is my Queen ErTRupal! 
Away, deluding Thoughts-----it cannot be. 


ALFRED. 
11% O bounteous Heav'n ! Tis my Queen and Son. 


ELTRUDA- 


—— — — 


ELTRU DA. 


My Love! my Life! my ever honour d Huſband! 
0 take me to'thy Arms, with Toil o'ercome, ©. 


In this wild Foreſt pathleſs and perplext. 


ALFRED. 


Come to my Soul, thou deareſt, beſt of Women, 
O welcome, valiant EDwARD. 


EDWARD. 
Deareſt Father, 


The Heart-felt Joy [that riſes at thy Preſence, 
Has made Amends for all my — paſt. 


AIX. 


Why beats my Heart with ſuch De volion? 
Why ſwim my Eyes, when you are near? 
'Tis Love that gives the buly Motion, 


"Tis Joy that drops the falling Tear. 


ALFRED, 


ALFRED Be Girar T5 


And ſudden Tranſport; thus at once to find Thee! 


ys, ͤ —— — 


Ge 
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ALFRED. 


Kind Heav'n, that ſent this unexpected Blefling, 
May yet have many happy Days in Store. 
Io yonder homely Cott let us retire ; | 
For to the Pipe and Tabor's merry Sound, 
The rural Nymphs and Swains will ſoon advance, 
Suiting their Carols to the ruſtic Dance. 


TRIO. 
Let not thoſe who love complain; 
If to part is killing Pain, 
'Trs to make the Bliſs, more dear, 
When the Hour of Meeting's near. 
O Toy of Toys, we meet to Day, 


Jo part no more Away, away ; + 


7 


For Love bas long Arrears to pay. 
{ Exeunt, 


Enter EMMA. 


Wiſh'd Ev'ning now is come, and this ſoft Hour 
Cloſe of our dajly Toil, in Mirth fhall paſs, 
But wherefore thus delays each Lad and Laſs, | 
His ſportive Meaſures on the verdant Graſs ? 


| | . | AIR. 
[ 
| 
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AIX. 
n 


If thoſe who live in Spheberd's Bower, 
Preſs not the gay and lately Bed; 

The neu mou n Hey and breathing Flower, 
A ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread. 
If thiſe who-fit at Shepherd's Beard. 
Sth not theer Taſte with canton Art; 
They take what Nature s Gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful Heart. 


II. 
If thoſe abo drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 
No ligh and ſparkling Wines can boaſt, 
With wholſome Cups they-chear the Soul, 
And crown them with the Village Toaſt. 
If thoſe who join in Shepherd's Sport, 
Dancing on the daiſi d Ground, 
Have not the Splendor of a Court; 
Yet Love adorns the merry Round. 


Pore Invocation. | 


Nymphs and Shepherds come away, 
anton in the Sweets of May, 
Trip it o'er the flowry Lawns, 
Serfier than the bounding Fawns, 
Frolic, buxom, blith and gay, 
Nymphs and Shepherds come away. 
| C f . Enter 


Emter Corn, with him Nymphs, Shepherds, Pes. 
ants, Sc. 


r 
We tome from Hill, from Dale and Grove, 
Faithful to Friendſhip, true to Love; 
Gay Health the Produce of our Soil, 
Aud feveet our Pleaſures after Toil, 


Exp of the Figsr AcT. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. 


A Garden. Night, the Moon ſhining. A Nymph 
75 diſcover'd penfively reclin'd on a Bank. 


ELTRUDA and EMMA. 


EMMA. 
MF ORT, ſweet Lady; 
| Whate'er the Cauſe of this fo deep-felt 
Y Sorrow, PLANS 
2 Relenting Heav'n may kindly inter- 
444 poſe 2 | 
And if ſad Sympathy can lighten Woe, 
O caſt a pitying Eye tow'rds yonder Glade, 
Where EpiTH, all-abandon'd to Deſpair, 
Hangs weeping o'er the Brook. | 


C 2 AIR. 


- 
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Love's the Tyrant of the Heart, 
Full of M. 2 full of Moe, 
All his fo” are mix d with Smart, 
Thorns beneath his Roſes grow, 
And Serpent like he ſlings the Breaſt, 
Where he is harbour'd and cart. 


ELTRUDA. 


Alas, 8 Nymph. 
But ſhe advances- Let us wi draw, and liſten; 


(Eprrn, advances to a flow Symphony ) 


' REciTATIVE accompanied. 


O fatal Love of Fame! O cruel War, 
That tore my Damon from theſe widow'd Arms! 
Deteſted, bloody Field, where fell my Love 
Give, give me back my flain--Ah no !--he ſleeps 
In Death's Embrace: In vain ſad EpiTa calls, 
And waſtes her Sorrows on the deſart Air, 


AIR 
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AIR. 
= I. 


A Youth adorm d with ev'ry Art 
To warm and win the coldeſt Heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſs d: 
The Morning Bud that faireſt blows, 
The vernal Oak that flraighteſt grows, 
His Face and Shape expreſs d. 


IT. 


In moving Sounds be told his Tale, 
Soft as the Sighings of the Gale 

That wakes the flow'ry Year. 
What wonder be cou d charm with Eaſe, 
' Whom happy Nature form d to pleaſe, 
Whom Love had made ſincere. 


III. 


At Morn he left me, fought and fell; 
The fatal Exning heard his Muell, 
And ſaw the Tears T ſhed : © 
Tears that muſt ever, ever fall ; 
For Ah ! no Sighs the paſt recall, 
No Cries awake the Dead. 


I Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter ELTRUDA and EMMA. 


No Cauſe but Love cou'd wake ſuch pietcing 
_ Grief: 1 

The unrelenting iron- hand of War | 

Has cruſh'd the Cottage with the lofty Palace: 

This melancholy Scene indulges Sorrow; 

Retire, kind Nymph, and leave me tomy Thoughts, 


[Exit Enna 


AIR. 
O Peace, the faireft Child of Heav'n, 
To whom the Sylvan Reign was giv'n, 
The Vale, the Feuntain, and the Grove, 
With ev'ry ſofter Scene of Love; \ 
Return, ſweet Peace, to chear the weeping Swain: 
Return with Eaſe and Pleaſure in thy Train. 


SCENE 


ALFRED the Gizhr, 2g 
SCENE IL 
The Gut. 


Enter ALFRED. 8 


Why N to this untimely Sky 


Expoſe — wy The Dews of Night fall 
The chill Breeze ſighs aloud. 
EiTRUDA. 
. . My:deareſt Lord, 
Think not my Eyes ſhall cer be ſeal'd with... 
While Arn 5 wakes, oppreſs d with racking 
ares 


For me, his Children, and his bleeding Country. 
ALFRED, 


Amazing Virtue, join'd to matchleſs Beauty ! 
Came to my faithful Heart, there grow for ever. 


AIR, 


2z ALFRED the Gran. 


—  ” oF 
From the Dawn of early Morning, 
To the Shades of Night returning, 
Still theſe guardian Arms ſhall preſs thee, 
Shield from Danger and-careſs thee, 


Driving far each anxious Care. 


Love bis downy Wings extending, 
Oer thy Pillow Ihwly bending, = 


Shall protect my blooming Fair. 


Enter Prince EDwaRD. 


Epwaxp. CTV 
Great Sir, a Meſſenger from valiant EDwYw]I n 
Commends this Letter to your royal Hand. 
ALrzed 


Now, EpwaRrD, Fortune ſmiles or frowns for 
ever. 6 


(reads) N 
O bounteous Heav'n, this ſcents of Liberty. 


\1 


(reads 
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; (reads again) 


Incredible ! In theſe ſurrounding Woods, 

When N __ dark Mantle ſhall deſcend to veil 
them, 

Twelve hundred Men, accoutred at all Points, 

The hardy Gleanings of the well-fought Field, 

Behind yon ruſhy Brook, from hence due Eaſt, 

Will meet, expecting ALFRED for their Leader. 


ELTRUDA. 
O loyal Epwiv | 


EDWARD. 


Fortunate Event ! 


AIR. 
I. 
As Calms ſucceed when Storms are paſt, 
And flill the raging Main; 


So Joy will have its Hour at laſt, 
And borrow Sweets from Pain. 
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II. 


No more well ſhun the Face of Day, 
Beneath theſe Shades to mourn : 

All Foys with ALFRED fled away, 
All meet in his Return. 


(Flouriſh of Inſtruments in the Air ) 


ELTRUDA. 


Liſten, my Lord! ſure this is Faixy Ground 
What heav'nly Notes fail on the ambient Air! 


(A. flow Symphony) 
Enter SPIRITS. 


FiRsT SPIRIT. 


Hear, ALFRED, Father of the State, 
Thy Genius Heav'n's high Will declare ! 
What proves the Hero truly great, 

Is never, never to deſpair. 


CHORUS 
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CHORUS. 


Sing, heav'nly Chorifters, ſing, fing ; 
To chearful Lays, 
Your Voices raiſe, 


And fire to Glory ENGLAND's King. 


Thy Hepe awake, thy Heart expand, 

With all its Vigor, all its Fires : 

Ariſe and ſave a ſinking Land; 

Thy Country calls, and Heav'n inſpires : 
Earth calls, and Heav'n inſpires, 


[ Exeunt, 


ALFRED. 


Hail, ye bleſt Spirits ! your inchanting Song 

Has rais'd a drooping Monarch to new Life: 

New Hopes, new Triumphs ſwell my bounding 
Heart. 


ELTRU PDA's AIR. 


Gracious Heav'n, O hear me ! 
Let Vengeance long ſuſpended 
Strike at the guilty Breaſt. 
The Danisn Race ſhall fear thee, 
Thy ſaving Arm extended, 
To ſuccour the Oppreſs'd. 
"00'S ALFRED-/ 


—— — — ͥ —E4ä 
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ALFRED. 


EDWARD obſerve One Caſtle ſtill is ours; 
Tho' cloſe begirt and ſhaken by the Danes. 
Thou know'ſt there is a Path, that, under-ground, 
From K:nw:th Foreſt winds in deep Deſcent, 
And in the Fortreſs ends. 


EDWARD. 


I know it well. 


ALFRED. 


Away, brave Youth, and animate the few, 
Thoſe EXGLISHMEN, who yet deſerve the Name. 


EDWARD. 


What time, great Sire, ſhall I expect your Troops: 


ALFRED. 


At three, theſe Men, with ALFRED at their Head, 
Shall in the Rear aſſail the hoſtile Camp, 
While your warm Sally pours upon the Front. 


EDWARD. 


—_— 
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EDWARD. 


Smile, righteous Heav'n on this Enterprize ! 


AIX. 


Vengeance, O come, inſpire me ! 
Virtue and Freedom fire me] 
oin me, ye Sons of Glory ; 
The Foe ſhall fly before ye, 
And Fame record your Story, 
In never-dying Lays. 
The peaceful Dove ſhall ſoar on high, 
The Danisy Raven droop and die, 
And ev'ry loyal Heart fhall vie, 
To merit ALFRED's Praiſe. 


[Extt. 


ALFRED. 


Now, lovely ELTRuDE, to our homely Cott, 
Where thou ſhalt ſee me cloath'd in martial 


Terror, 


Vindictive in the Cauſe of Liberty. 


ALFRED. 
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ALFREDs A I R. 


Tho' Storms a while the Sun obſcure, 
No Cloud cau quench his genial Ray; 
Though hoſt to View, he ſhines as pure, 
As bright as in the Blaze of Day. 
At length triumphant o er the Night, 
His Beams prevail, and all is Light. 


A New FUNERAL DIRGE, in Hontur 


of the Heroes who die in the Service of their 


Country, ſuppoſed to be ſung to ALFRED by 
Aerial Spirits. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


H fleep the Brave, who fink to Reſt, 
By all their Country's Wiſhes bleft ! 


AIR n CHORUS. 


When Spring, with dewy Fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hall Mould, 
She then ſhall dreſs a ſweeter Sod, 

Than Fanty's Feet have ever trod. 

Flow fleep the Brave, who ink to Reſt, 
By all tbeir Country's Wiſhes blejt ! 


AIR. 
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AIR. 


There Honour comes a Pilgrim grey, 

To bleſs the Turf that wraps their Clay; 
And Freedom ſhall a while repair, 

To dwell a weeping Hermit there. 


[Theſe four Lines are repeated in the following 


Semichorus. | 


CHORUS and SEMICHORUS. 


By Hands unſeen the Knell is rung; 
By Fairy Forms tbeir Dirge is ſung. 


GRAND CHORUS. 
How fleeþ the Brave, who fink to Reſt, 
By all their Country's Wiſhes biet] 


END of the Sxcoxp ACT, 


ACT 


. 
* . 
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I. 


SCENE I. 


A Meadow. CoRIiN and Haymakers at work: 
When CoRI1N ſpeaks, they flock about him. 


* 


Enter CokRIN and EMMA. 


CoRIN. 


SC? Happy Hour! O pleaſing, joyful New! 


Y That pious Man, whoſe ſimple Dre 


2 beſpake him | 
Q . Some Woodman of the Dale, ws 
Royal ALFRED, | 
Our moſt gracious King. 
EMMA. 


More Wonders yet ! 
That gentle Lady, whom we ſerve and honour, 
Is good ELTRUDA, ENGLAND's matchleſs Queen. 


-- ww 


CHORUS 
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© 


EMmMa's AI R. 


Safe beneath this lowly Dwelling, 
Tales of Love and Sorrow telling, 
They beguil'd each other's Care. 
With this rural Scene delighted, 
Mars and Venus ſeem'd united, 


He fo brave, and ſhe ſo fair, 


CoRIN. | 
Prince EDWARD is diſpatch'd to Knwith Caſtle, 
Twelve hundred Men are marching to the Foreſt, 
T'attack the Danes, with ALFRED at their Head. | 


CHORUS. 
O bleſſed Day ! O happy, happy Ie / 


D CHORUS 


— 12 — — 1 CS 
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CHORUS. 


Should England fucceed,ww#'ll crown the Day's Labour 

With Ale and good Cheer, the Pipe and the Tabor: 

Each Nymph ſhall be kind, and each Shepherd be gay, 

I ENGLAND, Orv ENGLAND, but conquer. 
To-day. 225 


Enter EL IRUDA. 


ELTRUDA. 


Ah me! what Fears oppreſs my throbbing Heart! 

This dreadful Hour determines EN GLANPD's Fate. 

O ALFRED! O my Huſband !----Shield him, 
Heav'n ! 


The Cauſe is thine ;---O fave my ſinking Country! 


AIR. | 
Guardian Angels, now deſcend, 
Gracious ALFRED, fo defend, 


Preſerve him from each hoſtile Snare, 
And ſhew that Virtue is your Care. 


Enter 


eri 
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Enter CoRIN, EMMA, Shepherds, Shepherdeſſe 
Peaſants, Cc. 


Corin, 


My royal Queen, I bring you joyful News 


The King returns victorious, 


ELTRUDA. ö 
Thanks, kind Heav'n! 


I fly to meet the Lord of all my Wiſhes, _ 
[ Exit, 
Coin. 


Here let us poſt ourſelves to give him Welcome, 
And dedicate the Interim to Mirth. 


AIR as CHORTVUS. 


EMMA. 
3 


Ariſe, fweet Meſſenger of Morn, 
With thy mild Beams this Iſle adorn ; 
For long as Shepherds pipe and play, 
This, tr ſhall be a Holiday. 


E 2 
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II. 


See Morn appears, a 700 Hue 

Steals ſoft o er yonder orient Blue : 

Well are we met in 750 Array, 

To frolic out this Holiday. 
Each Nymph be like the bluſhing Morn, 
That gatly brightens o'er the Lawn, 

Each © bepberd like the Sun be gay, 
And grateful keep this Holiday. 


SCENE the Lof. 


(Trumpets and Drums are heard at a Diſtance.) 

Enter Soldiers, who march ih the Stage, and range 
themſelves up the fide. The ExcLIisH Banners 

are diſplayd ; Epwix follows with the Danisn 
Enſign torn. After . which comes Prince Ep- 
WARD, and laft of all ALFRED and ELTRUDA. 
As they advance, a chearful March is play d, ac- 
company'd with a Side Drum. 


4 
CHORUS. 


K RS 
Speak, Drums, ſpeak, Trumpets 10 the Skies, 


To Heav'n reſound,gur. grateful Praiſe, 
Let ALFRED'S Fame exalted riſe, 
The Tyrant DAXE confounded lies, 
Ad Peace ſhall crown our future Days. 


ALFRED. 
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ALFRED. | 


Thus may I ever greet my gentle G geen, 

llant Friends, and every faithful tee 
wy heir Wants, encourage home-bred Arts, | 
And ſave them from the Wreck of foreign 


Plunder. 


ELTRUDA. 


O my dear Lord, to ſee thee, hold thee thus, 
Is Rapture] Extacy beyond Expreſſion |! 


EDWARD. 


Now Freedom has ſhook off his galling Fetters, 
And boldly ſtrides at large through happy Bs1- 
TAIN, 


AIR. 


Ser LIBERTY, VIRTUE, and HonouR appearing, 
With Smiles and Careſſes each other endearmg : 
To keep the dear Bleſſing, ſo hardly obtain d, 
Let Vix run ſecure what our Valour has gain d: 
We only can boaſt of our National Right 
Wien LiBERTY, VIRTUE, and HoNoUR unite. 


ALFRED. 
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ALFRED. ' 


BrriToxs proceed, the ſubject Deep command, 
Awe with your Navies ev'ry hoſtile Land: 

In vain their Threats, their Armies all are vain, 
They rule the ballancd World, who rule the 


A Grand ODE in Honour of GREAT BRI f Alx. 


ALFRED, 


When BRIT Ain firſt, at Heav'n's Command, 
Aroſe from out the azure Main; | 
This was the Charter of the Land, 

And guardian Angels ſung this Strain: 
Rule BRITANNIA, rule the Waves ; 
BRITroxs never will be Slaves. 


ELTRUDA. 
The Nations, not ſo bleft as Thee, 


Muſt, in their Turns, to Tyrants fall: 

While thou fhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The Dread and Envy of them all, 
ATE A  Ruk, &c. 


ALFRED. 


ALFRED tbe Gear, 


ALFRED, 


Thee, laughty Tyrants ne er ſhall tame; 
All their 2 bend 7 down, 
Will but arouſe thy gen'rous Flame ; 
But «work their Moe and thy Renown, 
Rule, Oc. 


ELTRUDA, and grand Chorus. 


The Muſes ftill with Freedom found, 

Shall to thy Coaſt repair: 

Bleft Je] with matchleſs Beauty crown'd, 

And manly Hearts to guard the Fair. 
0 Rule, Ce. 
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